To a moſt Exc 
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eu mo yo Wandaing © vfrits in the Tty, 

UWhea that yen ſaw a fr he: 921 kf maze fair 
Then Seanties Darling (W- tar r Nut flies) 
Oz twinekling Comets intbe 7185774 hies: 
If in this World a Phœnix may be found. 
'Tis ſhe, whoſe grace muſt and ſhall be Crown'd. 


© ! call ber f:om the Fat Elizium Bav, 
And tell her how my Senſes tt Wan: 
Foz in hor being was my fixed fats. 

But {rs diotv's, me time is cut of dat: : 

She's lown unto the Azure Skies, 

Then cry, then cry, Amintæ for her abſence dyes. 
Cu Sacred Nympb, reſteꝛe my lateſt bzcaty, 
Tot am reügued faz an untimely dsath: 

Tis thc ren cure me with der glozteus looks, 
Muton“ the Kill of Doctozs o3 their Boks : 

Then let thy beauty with ſuch ſplender ſhine, 

To raiſe, to raiſe, this drooping Love-ſick heart of mine. 
wearch, ſearch the Uailies, whers the Metal Train, 
Lad Whepherdeſſos iu their ſtate romatn : 
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Loves Miſtreſs: Or, Natures Rarity. 


ellent delicious New Tune: called, Tell nt je Maudtring Spirits in the Air, 


,and d{ow tha Wirtls Gandes | 


UW alk th2ongh the Woods 
Whers Loves Nun rangeth with der Furtic-Doves : 


She's like fair Venus in her glorious Raies, 


Then Crown her,Ctown ber, with a wreath of Royal Bays. 


2M atk thzangh the Gardens, disw the Damask Koſs, 
Ind ſmell that ſcont thoſs pzecicns icades encloſs : 
» Tis hor (wert b2eath that gives this odozous ſmell, 
Ind Peerleſs Uertne (richly doth excel ) 

If there you ſee one like the Radiant Sun, 

"Tis ſhe, tis ſhe, whom I adore, Loves Parragon. 
Oß isLe the Fauntains flber ſtreaming Spztngs, 
And Hellicon Where Lady-Mules fings : 
Dittlil the Des, wade ihzough the Deean deep, 
who may there be Tomb) in sternat flap : 

Bur ſhe's convey'd from every mortal Eye, 

O Clerw, Cloris, come away, or elſe 1 dye. 
arch, ſoarch þ Rocks, whors ſyrons ſing their charms 
2 bs may bs [ull'o in tholf Juchanting arms: 
Itch, ſich, fo; Poarls and eon may Cozals find, 


D2 elle a Iewel te content the mind: 
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my joys are turn d to Deſtiny, 
muſt dye for loving thee. 


Gcals high Olimpus whors the Govs romaln! 

Ind $oddsſCes with all thetr Royal Train: 

Mew perfccly the wpanglcd Db, ànd ſ& 

Af Cloris, Cloris, bs in Koyalty * 
She's gone, ſhe's gone, whil ſt I in torments fry - 
Oppreſt, oppreſt with pain, fain would but cannot dye. 


Starch edery Quartet of tho Mozld and lee, 
Ff Natares pcs, ſo axtellent there us: | 
Turn raund ths Globe, and diew each Canter right, 
It (dere pun find eos liks to Phœbus baight : 
With luſtrous beauty, ſhining in extreams, 
'Tis ſhe, tis ſhe, Tclipſing Lans with her Beams. 


Otta a while, J may intozm you ill : 
Mere ſhe en Earth ſhe had ban with mo fill: 
Fly, fly to Heaven examtus obery Bphers, 
And ſ& what Stars are lately fixed ther: 
If any brighter then the Fun you ſee 
Fall down, fall down and honour her, for that is ſhe. 


My bilſs, 
That I, that J. 
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